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DON GRISSOM 


IS TURNING 90! 


Please come celebrate with the family on this 
special day! 


Sunday October 24" at 1:30 pm. 


In the Pioneer Hall at Lake Creek, OR. 


The meat, beverages, dessert, and table service 
will be provided. 

Your favorite side dish would be appreciated. 
Please no gifts, your presence is gift enough. 


Looking forward to seeing you! 
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DONALD GRISSOM 


By Shirley Walch Stone 


He is the man who has spent 90 years 
of his life at Lake Creek. If you want to 
know something about Lake Creek just ask 
him. 

Don was one of the sons of Lewellyn 
James and Amy Pearl ‘Davis’ Grissom. He 
had a brother Clyde, and a sister Joyce, who 
became Mrs. Wesley Householder. The 
Grissom family lived up on the side of 
Charley mountain, the range of mountains 
extending from Lost Lake going towards 
Chimney Rock, or up Lost Creek. 

His Grandparents were Andrew and 
Elizabeth ‘Burns’ Grissom. They lived high 
on the mountain near Chimney Rock up 
Lake Creek Road. In the early days Andrew 
and his sons were sheep farmers. The 
Grissom family came from Jackson Co., 
Missouri to Jackson Co., Oregon. 

In thinking about the Grissom's. There 
are five generations of Grissom’s at Lake 
Creek, Oregon. 

That's a long time folks! 

I have heard reports of how in the 
spring, all the early Grissom's banded their 
sheep together, and herded them over the 
mountain to Grizzly on the open side 
towards Ashland. This was the meeting 
place for Don's parents, as Amy Davis's 
family lived near Ashland. I’m thinking it 
was before their marriage, that Amy Davis 
taught at the Mountain View School, which 
was a little school house along the Lake 
Creek Road. 

As a young boy, Don attended grade 
school at the Lost Creek School, which was 
located about a mile up Lost Creek Road 
across the covered bridge. 

He says he rode horse back about 5 
miles going and another 5 miles back home. 

Now days, the school bus has to stop 
at the front door, or the kids can’t make it to 
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school. 

Don grew up around sheep, and his 
father died when only a middle-aged man. 
So Don took over the sheep. 

As young men, Don Grissom and Bill 
Nussbaum, were sheep shearers. They 
sheared around the valley, when that was 
done, they headed north towards Roseburg, 
OR., being gone a month or more. This 
probably was big money days for these two 
young men. 

After this adventure. Don went into 
the cattle business, Bill Nussbaum chose to 
be a logger. When Don went into the cattle 
business, he chose Brahma cattle. This was 
far different from the Lake Creek cattle 
men’s choice of cattle. I don’t think that 
Lake Creek had a fence tall enough, that 
those cows couldn’t jump over. 

Don is a man of great patience, and 
with a few whistles and a few hand signals, 
and his well trained stock dogs, they went 
under the fence around the cattle, and 
brought them right back over the fence, and 
on they went, on the drive. ; 

Don and his mother were alone for a 
number for years. Joyce married, Clyde 
found other work and also married. They 
finally moved to their lower ranch where 
they live now. Amy’s house still stands. 

For many years at the Rogue Valley 
Livestock Auction yard, Don Grissom stayed 
pretty low on prices. The Brahmas were not 
well liked. After a few years, Brahmas 
finally caught on and was the going cow, 
something with long ears. Guess what! 
Don Grissom got right in the drivers seat, 
with his Brahma cows. This shows what 
great patience and determination did for 
him. 

The reason people are farmers, they 
want to be their own boss, and learn from 
others mistakes. We've all made a lot of 
them. 

I’m remembering a calf weaning 
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experience Don had one time many years 
ago. He had his cattle up at Grissom's 
Mountain Ranch, up Lost Creek. He took 
the cows from their calves, left the calves up 
at the Mountain Ranch, and hauled the cows 
to pasture down by White City, and thought 
he had the job done. By morning the cows 
had walked all the way back to Lake Creek, 
jumped every fence from John Walches 
place to Grissoms Mountain Ranch, and back 
to where their calves were. It is a good 
thing that it is not now, otherwise the cattle 
would have probably all gotten killed 
walking on Hwy 140. 

After years of Brahma cattle, Don 
changed over to a mixed breed of cattle. 
Then became a real estate broker besides. 

Some fifty years ago Don met a 
beautiful Red headed lady, Deloris, married 
her and moved her to Lake Creek. At one 
time Deloris’s parents (Rollie and Lillian 
Davis) owned and operated the Lake Creek 
Store. (1955-1960) 

Don and Deloris have a family of 2 
sons and three daughters. The two Grissom 
boys still live at Lake Creek. 

All of my life I've lived at Lake Creek. 
Both Don and I have lived at Lake Creek, so 
it is kind of hard to figure out who has been 
here the longest. 

I’d like to say if you look for Don during 
the week, you won't find him home in his 
easy chair. He is down running the office at 
Cascade Real-estate. 

If you look for him on Sunday, you will 
find him and Deloris, at Antelope Sunday 
school. 

I’m sure I can say as a neighbor and a 
Lake Creeker. If any one needed help and 
asked Don Grissom he was there to help, or 
help in anyway he could. 

He has been a great asset to the 
community of Lake Creek for 90 years. I 
think he is a great roll model and you young 
men, ranchers, and cattlemen of Lake Creek 
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Community need to be watching him, and 
see if you can still be working at 90 years of 
age. ; 
He told me he wants to stay right in 
his home at Lake Creek, until the Lord calls 
him home. 

Don’s Aunt, Anna Grissom Tonn lived 
past 100 years of age, and his mother Amy 
came pretty close, so let’s coach him on!! 

I understand that Don will be 
celebrating his birthday in October. So I'd 
like to say Congratulations, and a very 
Happy Birthday. 

He is a good man, and has run a good 
long race, and he sure has done a excellent 
job. I'd like to Thank him for all he has 
done for my Walch family, and all of the 
Lake Creek Community! 
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“My Dad-My Mentor” 


By daughter Tami Grissom Freeman 


When I was asked to write something 
about my dad, I thought....Where do I] 
begin? 

I will start with saying that my dad 
has always been a great example of a man 
of God. He taught me a lot about the 
importance of being honest, and kind. He 
took his family to Sunday School every 
Sunday, and he worked hard 7 days a week 
between selling real estate and keeping up 
the ranch. It would be a rare occasion that 
dad would take a Sunday off. Weekends 
were his only opportunity to work around 
the ranch. Throughout my childhood I 
never heard him complain once about how 
hard it was to keep everything going. 
Instead, it would be how blessed he was to 
have the cattle to feed, fences to fix, wood 
to chop, vehicles to fix, etc, etc. 

Dad would wave at everyone, stop to 
help people broke down along the road, or 
however he can offer his help. One day on 
our way home from Sunday School, when I 
was about 6 years old, mom, my brothers, 
and I waited in the car for several hours 
(poor Mom) while dad helped fill sand bags 
to save a house from flooding along the 
creek. I heard from someone (since I was 
only 3) that during the flood of 64’ he rode 
his horse in up to 3 foot of water to bring 
potatoes and onions to the neighbors up the 
creek. Dad had 2 full time businesses, but 
always had time to help someone in need. 
One of the things he would say quite often 
when I would ask him about not finishing a 
project, is...“it will still be there tomorrow.” 

When I was in the 4 grade my 
teacher asked us what our fathers did for a 
living. I honestly didn’t know. I know that 
the previous weekend I had helped dad 
change a U-joint in the old Ford pickup, fix 
fence, and feed the cattle, and then he left 


for the office Monday through Friday. I 
asked dad that night what he did (for a 
living)? With a great big smile, and chuckle 
he said...well a little bit of everything. It 
was that day that I realized I would have a 
tough time finding a man that could match 
up to my daddy. Smart, Strong, Sensitive, 
and Kind. 

I enjoyed the ranch life as much as 
dad did, so I was always his shadow 
growing up. I loved the weekends, because 
I could help him feed the cattle in the 
mornings, and help him do what chores 
were on the top of his list for that day. One 
of the many things that dad taught me, was 
how to drive in the sticky mud in Lake 
Creek, pulling the hay trailer at feeding 
time. No matter how badly I got stuck, he 
would coach me how-to rock the truck, or 
dig down to rock bed to get out of the mess. 
What patience he has! 

Dad would spend a solid 3 weeks (14 hour 
days) each Summer putting up hay. He 
would feed the cattle at home in Lake Creek 
during the Winter. Drive them up the 
switchbacks, to open range for the Summer, 
or to the Grissom homestead we called the 
“Courtney Place", and hope they would 
come home on their own in the Fall. 
Inevitably there would be several stragglers 
that we would have to push down off the 
mountains. By that time they were wild, 
and the weather was cold, often snow or 
fog. We would normally have the horses on 
the top of a mountain by sunrise, and back 
off by sunset. Dad always told me when we 
got up there that if I ever got lost to let the 
reins go and the horse would take me 
home. Only once I was just about to do just 
that, when I heard dad hollering for me. 
What a refreshing sound that was. We 
would be so cold in those leather gloves, 
and at times we would come back without 
any cattle. Dad would never complain even 
though I know he had to have been 
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frustrated. He would always look at the 
bright side of things. There were times 
after hours of riding in silence, dad would 
say, “How can anyone not believe in God, 
after looking around at his beautiful 
creation.” 

I can't tell “cowboy” stories without 
one about Buck Walch. Buck and dad would 
always help each other out with the cattle, 
whether it be working them or moving 
them. I loved Buck and dads conversations. 
They would never run out of things to talk 
about. I always thought he was so tough 
and gruff, but I soon realized what a heart 
of gold he had. One day when we all went 
riding for one of Bucks crazy, wild bulls that 
had been without cows for a while, Buck 
proved it to me. We all 3 split up to look for 
the bull in a large wooded pasture, when I 
heard Buck yelling for me. The bull had 
killed his horse (while he was riding him), 
and Buck was worrying that the bull would 
come after me. Dad wanted to go back and 
get a gun to shoot the bull, but Buck went 
back up with another horse, and got him 
down on his own. Crazy Ole Cowboy. 

Dad was, and is still great at “jerry 
riggin” things. It didn’t matter what needed 
built or fixing, dad would find a way. When 
I got my first car, it required a metric Alan 
wrench to change the oil. I know dad didn't 
own any metric tools, and I’m not sure if he 
owned any Allen wrenches: However, it 
only took him a few minutes to weld a nut 
on the end of a bolt, and grind it down to fit 
my car. I used that bolt to change my oil for 
the next 6 years I owned the car. A week 
before I moved to my first job in California, 
dad cut a metal pipe and put it in my trunk, 
along with my Allen wrench and other tools. 
When I asked him what the pipe was for, he 
told me to scare the boys off with. Then he 
chuckled like he does, and said it would 
work as a cheater for changing tires too. 

Thank you, dad, for the wonderful 
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experiences and memories. I couldn’t wish 
for a better way of growing up, than as my 
dad’s shadow. Thank you, for teaching me. 
so many invaluable life lessons, and 
especially for the unconditional love and 
friendship you've given me. I love you more 
than words can express. 


hse OS ee ate ad Re ns ened ase 


Tami Grissom is looking back at dad. 
Taking cattle to range 
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MY DAD, DON GRISSOM 


June 5, 1955 was a very lucky day for 
me. I wasn't quite three years old and I 
suppose that it was some time before I 
actually became aware of my good fortune. 
That was the day Don Grissom married my 
Mom. 

Dad built us a home in Lake Creek. I 
really could not have dreamt of a better 
place to grow up. Life on the Grissom ranch 
was a mixed bag of hard work, fun and 
everything in between. Dad taught me how 
to do many things, sometimes not too 
patiently. But I am glad that he kept trying. 
He especially drove home the notion that if I 
couldn't make something work one way, 
then Id just have to figure out another way. 
That sort of lesson, if put into practice, 
builds confidence and independence. The 
independent part, he likely regretted from 
time to time. Some would say that I can be 
stubborn, but Dad called it strong willed. 
That way, he said, it sounds like a virtue. I 
do try to temper some personality traits. It 
makes life a little easier. He taught me that 
too. 

Most of you who will read this, already 
know that my Dad is an honest, kind, hard 
working, God loving, American patriot. 
When I tell people who know him that I am 
Don Grissom's daughter, their reaction 
always makes me feel proud. I’m sure I 
haven't always, but I hope I make him 
proud too. 

This man loved me when he didn't 
have to and I have been blessed and 
privileged to call him Father. 


A grateful daughter, 
Debra Joy Grissom-Dean 


{iene 


October 1956. Don Gnssom with a record 
Boone & Crockett buck at a sporting goods 
store in downtown Medford, OR. 

Picture provide by: Debra Grissom Dean 


Bob Gilkey, Buck Walch & Don Grissom 
* 1973’ 


Picture provided by: Vera Walch 
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Mulligan Stew 


By Scott Grissom 


Every summer after haying season my 
Dad (Don) liked to take us kids up to the 
Skylakes Wilderness on horses. The journey 
started out at Fourmile Lake and we would 
follow the trail to Island Lake. It was a good 
distance to travel and would take us over a 
half a day to get there. We would stay for 
two or three nights. It is a beautiful lake. 

As we traveled along the trail we 
would pass hikers coming out of the area. 
Sometimes the hikers would startle the 
horses and make them jump. One time my 
Dad was leading the pack horse and left the 
trail to let the hikers pass, he unknowingly 
stopped with the pack horse right over a 
hornet’s nest. Within seconds the hornets 
were stinging the horse. The horse started 
jumping and ran back down the trail, 
throwing the pots and pans everywhere. 
Once we recovered the horse and picked up 
the supplies, we continued towards Island 
Lake. 

When we arrived at Island Lake we 
would take the saddles off the horses, give 
them some grain, and set up camp. We did 
not sleep in a tent; we always slept under 
the stars. 

My Dad would start a fire and begin 
preparing food for the evening meal. He 
seemed to really enjoy cooking over an 
open fire. I think it was because he had 
done it for many years, while herding sheep 
in the high country with his father (Lew). 
He made sheepherders bread everyday in a 
frying pan and we would have bacon and 
brown rice in the morning. 

After our morning feast, I would head 
out and look for small logs to tie together to 
make a raft. The goal was to try and make 
it buoyant enough to hold my brother and I. 
We used a pole to push the raft around. 
The water was clear enough to see the fish 
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swimming beneath us. They were beautiful 
fish about 16 inches long. We would bait up 
and dangle it in front of them, but they : 
wouldn'‘t bite. We would try for hours to 
catch those fish. In all the years that I went 
to Island Lake I never did catch a fish. I 
have since learned that the best time to 
catch fish in the high country is in the early 
spring. They are hungry from the winter. 

In the afternoon my dad would make 
his Mulligan Stew. This had become his 
specialty because this was the main meal 
during his sheepherding days. He would 
boil the potatoes, fried bacon, onion, salt 
and pepper. It was delicious; in fact it was 
as good as those specialty soups that you 
can get in a fancy restaurant. Or maybe it 
was just so good because I was a hungry 
boy. I sure looked forward to Dad’s 
Mulligan stew and I never got tired of it. 

The memories of those summer days in 
the high country with Dad, give me a feeling 
of joy, even now. 


Don Grissom making sheepherder’s bread. 
Picture provided by: family 
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Hard Lessons 
By Gregg Grissom (Son) 


It has always been amazing to me how 
my dad (Don Grissom) finds value in bent 
nails, wire and any other type of scrape 
metal. He has told me many a time, “that if 
you can fix something at home, that it would 
save an expensive trip to town for a screw, 
bolt, nail, or some part”. 

He has spent much of a day trying to 
patch something together with the items 
that he could scrounge up at his home to 
make whatever work. Most times this would 
not make a lot of sense to me but he would 
say, "I got more time than money”, or “the 
money I’m saving by not going to town is 
like paying me!” 

It has occurred to me that many who 
were raised during the depression years are 
from a generation that tries to be self 
sufficient and has the attitude, like my 
father, that some things can be “patched 
together”. I have respect for those that use 
the notion that you can fix it, adapt it, and 
save money by doing so. They are creative 
thinkers, non debtors, savers, cautious and 
just good old fashion stable folks with 
survival skills in hard economic times. 

Don’s father (Lewellyn Grissom) use to 
tell him a story about his parents (Andrew 
and Elizabeth Grissom) and how they came 
to Oregon, this story he repeated to us kids 
as a financial lesson. 

The story goes in the early 1890's 
Andrew and Elizabeth had 10 kids and a 
successful dairy in Petaluma, California. 
Their annual payment and taxes on the 
dairy totaled around $500.00. The economy 
at that time was thriving so they decided to 
build a new barn using the money they had 
saved through out the year to make the 
$500.00 payment. 


The thought was “After all things are good 
and a new barn would mean more money 
coming in and it would be no problem to pay 
that money back”. No one dreamed that the 
money panic of 1892 was about to change 
their lives. Prices for goods plummeted and 
the family dairy’s value dropped severely 
causing them to lose the farm. 

They decided to load up and move to 
Roseburg, OR. They packed up all their 
worldly possessions minus the cook stove. 

It was too big and to heavy for the wagon to 
carry, so it would have to come another 
way. They would ship it via train. 

It must have been a Snowy winter that 
year as the train didn’t make it over the 
mountain leaving the family to winter in 
Phoenix, OR. They stayed for some years 
working in the orchards, local farms, and 
what ever work they could find. Then one of 
the children lost their life in a malaria 
breakout. 

Andrew and Elizabeth remembered a 
man they had met, who had homesteaded 
property in Lake Creek close to Chimney 
Rock. There was a small cabin along with a 
good spring and it was far away from the 
malaria. The price was real cheap and so 
the deal was struck. They moved the family 
to Lake Creek. There they faced with many 
more hardships but eventually it worked out. 

The moral of this story is pay your 
debts first, work with what you have and 
don’t borrow against your home. Things 
don't always work out the way you had 
hoped. 
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Career Choices 


Written by Deloris Grissom 


My husband, Don Grissom, never 
aspired to be anything other than a farmer. 
He grew up on the land helping his father 
with the sheep and it was what he enjoyed 
doing. Although, when his sons were old 
enough to choose an occupation he 
discouraged them from ranching, strictly 
from an economic viewpoint. 

He and | married in 1955. | was a 
divorcee with two young daughters and we 
started our married life in the house he built 
for us; the house that we still live in 55 years 
later. Soon we were adding three more sons 
and one daughter to our family. One son is 
deceased. 

Realizing that more income was 
needed to care for our growing family he 
studied for his real estate license and went 
to work for Perkins Realty in Medford in 
1963. His uncle, Eli Davis, worked for the 
same office and was his mentor. In 1965 he 
got his brokers license. He then went to 
work for the Star Real Estate in Eagle Point 
at the same location as Cascade Real 
Estate is now. At that time the Cascade 
Real Estate office was located near White 
City on Highway 62 and was owned by 
Lorraine Chamberlain and Rosemary 
Ashpole. They sold the business name to 
Don in 1967 and he and his uncle then 
became partners for a few years. Eventually 
Don bought the Star Real Estate building in 
Eagle Point and that has been the 
permanent home for Cascade Real Estate 
ever since. 

Through the years he has mentored 
numerous aspiring agents, including Phil 
Deupree, who eventually became Don's 
dear friend and partner in the business. 
After Phil passed away, his son Stan has 
capably stepped into his fathers’ shoes. 
Some of the others Don has mentored are 
our son Scott, Rachel Newton, Marilyn 
Johns, Ron Bjork, Jock Quigley, Buster 


Boyd, Tom Harrison, Jerry Freeman, Ed 
Peile, Shirley Saunders, Bob Sullivan, 
Woody Roberts, Rhonda Stebbins, and 
Ramie Grissom. Jock Quigley, Buster Boyd, 
Tom Harrison, Ron Bjork and Bob Sullivan 
later went on to establish their own 
companies. 

Being self-employed made it possible 
to take care of the cattle and irrigate and 
harvest the hay on an acreage we had 
always leased at the corner of Highway 140 
and Meridian Road. Eventually we were 
able to purchase this 240 acres. 

Our children all worked with their dad 
at harvesting the hay and working cattle 
from an early age. Living on a ranchisa 
wondertul life for children. They have chores 
to do, which teaches them responsibility. 

We always made time to attend church 
and Sunday school with our children each 
Sunday to instill the love of the Lord into 
their lives. Summers they attended Vacation 
Bible School and Bible Camp. Don served 
on the Fir Point Bible Conference camp 
board at Glendale, OR, for 40 years. 

Don and | have had a good life and feel 
that our heavenly Father has blessed us 
mightily. 
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A REFLECTION OF THE LIFETIME 
LEGACY OF DONALD JAMES 
GRISSOM 


Written by his eldest daughter, DeAnna Grissom Ross 


It was entrusted to my father at the 
age of 23 to take over the stewardship of 
the family landholdings and stock animals. 
This event was due to the untimely grave 
health circumstances, resulting in the 
passing of his father, Lewellyn. This 
involved also the responsibility of caring for 
his widowed mother, Amy. 

Confronted with the adult challenge to 
step into his fathers' shoes, it called for 
mature accountability being put on his 
young shoulders. This opportunity of choice 
would prove to unfold the most significant 
defining event that completely set the 
ultimate course of my fathers’ life. 

In 1943 my father left the U.S. Army on 
a hardship discharge when he returned to 
his family home to take over the active 
operation of the ranch duties. 

The future showed that God, in His 
infinite wisdom, did indeed choose my father 
because in His omniscience He created in 
my fathers' special design all the excellent 
qualities of business virtues and wise 
stature for him to evolve and transform into 
the great God-fearing man he became. 

He developed virtues to believe in like 
diligence. My father came from the tried and 
true ideology of engaging in hard work and 
conducting his affairs with good judgment. 

Looking back over the years, | esteem 
and assess my father to be one of the most 
industrious, responsible people | have ever 
had the privilege of knowing. He was an 
excellent provider for his wife and children, 
exceptionally wise in developing and 
building wealth. Given the knowledge of the 
success business principle to achieve the 
gain, he learned to multiply it. 

Another virtue that stood out in my 
father was fidelity. He practiced with 
vigilance in building an excellent reputation 


with his friends and neighbors, mainly the 
ranchers in the Lake Creek community. My 
father was always constant in his willingness 
to lend a helping hand to anyone who 
needed help. In turn, all the ranchers would 
reciprocate when my father needed help. 

I'm certain that all who knew him 
arrived at the conclusion that he was the 
epidomy of trustworthiness and faithfulness. 
My father was an integritable, honest man. 

If my grandfather Lewellyn would have 
been allowed to see, | know he would have 
greatly esteemed his son Donald in 
thankfulness and gratefulness for how he 
carried on the Grissom family lineage. 

To sum up, my father is one of the best 
patriarch role models to be remembered in 
the Lake Creek history from the 1940's to 
the present era. 
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Memories 
By Ed Peile 


When Don started running cattle he was 
one of the first in the area to use zebu bulls. 
I remember those big tall half blood cows, 
then he started using Canadian Herford bulls 
they worked well for him. 

Don spent some time in the high 
cascades with his father and a band of 
sheep. He learned to keep it simple, like 
how to make biscuits in a Dutch oven. He 
said a coyote would go throw a whole band 
of sheep to get to a goat. One year coming 
out of the high country it was pouring down 
rain, they would normally stop to spend the 
last night out just west of the forest service 
boundary about twelve miles from home. 
His father thinking of home and a warm dry 
place, did not want to stop; it was a long 
hard day. This is one of the many stories 
Don has told me over the years. 

I work in the Real Estate office with Don. 
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‘Big Brother’ 


By Bill Nussbaum 


Donald was a good friend to me. 

More like a big brother. He taught me a 
good many things. We did a lot of things 
together. We went hunting a lot mostly up 
Lost Creek and upper Lake Creek. 

One time I talked him and Louis 
Rouhier into hunting up on the south side of 
Heppsie Mountain. They had never been 
there before. I got them settled on a cliff 
and made a drive under the cliff. I jumped 
a very large buck and I called out that one 
was coming at the bottom of the cliff they 
were on. Donald could see the buck but 
Louis couldn’t. Donald started shooting and 
ran out of shells. Louis ran over and gave 
him his shells (they both had 300 savages). 
All told he fired 17 shots and burnt his hand 
on the gun barrel. The buck got away. The 
hunt was over. 

Donald and I sheared sheep 1947- 
1952. We tried to get herds of a thousand or 
more which would give us each one hundred 
a day and we could stay in one place. Some 
weeks we had to get the smaller bunches. 
We were well liked and went out of our way 
to be helpful. The other shearers 
complained if everything wasn’t ready and 
when the last sheep was sheared would 
leave. Where as we helped worm and 
brand after supper. 

I went to work in the woods but Donald 
kept on shearing sheep and ranching. I 
sheared the local sheep on Sundays and 
evenings until 1984. One Sunday I had a 
heart attack while shearing . 

We had a bunch to shear for Sabala’s 
up the north side of the north Umpqua river 
out of Wilder. It was seven miles in there 
and almost no road. Most Douglas county 
sheep are only gathered two or three times 
a year. They just run wild. It was in May 
and there was wet spots in the road. A 


place or two we had to back up and take a 
run at it. One son Kris and grandmother 
Sabala had supplies on a truck and we were’ 
following them in. Mrs. Sabala came to do 
the cooking. No one lived there or had been 
there for awhile. We got the shearing shed 
and the corral ready. I went with Kris to run 
in the sheep while Donald was going to 
grind our cutters. The sheep were wild and 
didn’t want to get in the pen. I can still see 
Mrs. Sabala jumping up and down waving 
her apron. I was afraid she would get run 
over but she turned them back and we got 
them in. Donald had slipped against the 
grinding disk and had a bad cut above his 
knee. I thought I should take him to a 
doctor and get it sewn up but Donald said, 
“No”. Sheep have soft and tender skin and 
they get all kinds of foreign objects in their 
wool. It is very easy to hit something and 
cut one so we both carried a spool of thread 
and a needie in our tool boxes. Once in a 
while one sheep has to have a stitch to two. 
Sheep wool is oily (lanolin) which is very 
healing. Donald’s leg healed very well. 

Now there is a paved road from Wilder 
to Glide. 

Thanks for being such a wonderful 


friend Donald! 
KK KK KK KK KK OK OK KK OK OK OK K KK OK K OK 


Don Grissom 
Picture provided by: Family 
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MEMORIES 


By Ralph Wyant 


I’ve known the Grissom family all my life. 
My family always had good relations with 
them. I remember my mother comforting Don 
Grissom’s mother, Amy, when her husband, 
Lew passed away. A few years later Amy was 
comforting my mother when my father passed 
away. 

My interaction with Don Grissom was very 
limited due to the age difference. There was 
no school interaction as by the time I started 
school Don was already out. Then at age 19 I 
left the area for 23 years. So my knowledge of 
Don was just that he was a fine neighbor. 

I remember from my earliest childhood 
memories that Amy used to host an Easter egg 
hunt. It was held after Sunday church services 
at the Lake Creek Hall. Later I remember 
being up at Amy’s for the Easter egg hunt at a 
young age and Don was castrating some 
sheep. I think he had two people helping. But 
I don’t remember who. Anyway, it was a very 
fast, efficient procedure. I had never seen this 
done before and it was an eye opener. 

When I returned to the area in 1974, Amy 
was still hosting the Easter egg hunts for a 
couple of years more. 

After our return to the area we still 
enjoyed the same good relationship. When 
questions arose about life in the country, 
farming, etc. Our first inclination is, “Let’s ask 
Don.” 

One time we had our car totaled in an 
accident in Medford. We were stranded with a 
busted car full of groceries and didn’t know 
what to do. Both sons were up at Oregon State 
University. My wife, Liesa, said, “I'll call Don 
and see if he can help.” Don showed up in a 
few minutes, loaded us, groceries up and 
hauled us home. 

These are just a few memories I have of Don 
and Amy Grissom . 


THANK YOU DON! 


By Marilyn Maloney 


Don, I am sure the passed 55 plus years 
that you have been our brother-in-law that we 
have not told you enough ‘Thank you'! 
Without your help and suggestions we would 
probably not be living in this wonderful part of 
Jackson County. 

In 1963, you told Elmer, that Cascade 
Ranch was looking for a ranch hand. We don’t 
know for sure but probably you also suggested 
to Garth Flint that Elmer would make a great 
ranch hand and equipment operator. At the 
time they did not have a house for us to live, 
but the Gilkey’s needed someone to house sit 
and feed their animals. So it all worked out. 

Then the year of the big flood 64’, you 
helped us out again. With the passing of time 
I can’t remember all the details, but I know 
you rode your horse over the mountain, 
starting at C-2 Ranch and ending up at Bill 
Nussbaum’s, then you rode up South Fork 
Little Butte Creek Rd. to the Gilkey’s. In Tami’s 
story she mentioned someone you took food 
to, and that could have been us. But I do 
remember you sacked up our frozen meat from 
the freezer and did pack that out, since we 
were without power for over a week. In fact 
you might have brought something for our 
three children, since we Know how thoughtful 
you are. 

In 1971, you told us that Mrs. Short was 
selling the property after her husbands 
passing, which is this land we are now living 
on. With your persistence we did buy it. We 
are so grateful! 

These are just a few things that we thank 
you for. But we are sure there are many more 
things you have done for us, that deserves 
thanks! Thanks! Elmer and Marilyn 
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Memories of Don Grissom 
By Curt Christian 


I remember one time several years ago 
in the ‘80's, we were talking about possibly 
selling some of the timber at Fir Point Bible 
Conference, Glendale, OR. Don didn’t think 
there was much there. A few days later, I 
got a call from Don, wanting to know what I 
was doing that afternoon, so I met him and 
we went to Fir Point. With an old compass 
and a map, we started up the one fence line 
we knew had a corner marker. We walked all 
the way around the Fir Point property (240 
acres) and he did a rough cruise of the 
timber. 

Don was always in favor of developing a 
gravity flow water system at Fir Point. Once 
we had the proposed line plotted out by the 
surveyors, 1995 or 1996, I called Don and 
asked him to meet me so we could walk the 
proposed line. The country was so steep that 
I didn’t know if it was possible to do the 
project. After walking it, Don said it was no 
problem, so we have a good water system 
today at Fir Point. 

Another time we were putting up the 
perlons for the roof over the recreation 
building 1985. Don had organized a crew 
from Antelope and at lunch they were 
discussing how much hay they could store in 
it. That is ranchers for you! 

One time Don brought a wood cutting 
crew to Fir Point and he wanted to cut some 
big trees because they made lots more wood. 
There was a large oak along the pipeline road 
and Don said her could cut it and let it fall 
along side of the road. When he fell it, the 
tree went across the road...we had lots of fun 
yarding it up the hill in chunks and cutting it 
up. (1998 or 1999) 

Don served on the board from 1966 until 
2008 as the representative from the Antelope 
Union Sunday School, located on Alta Vista Rd. 
Eagle Point. 


Don you have been a wonderful friend and a 
great help at Fir Point. 
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Sure Footed 


By Lauren Dover 


I have known Don for many years. We 
both served on the Fir Point Bible Conference 
board. I representing the Brownsboro 
Community Church and he the Antelope 
Church. I retired a few years back after 
serving over 20 years. 

Don and I spent a lot of time at camp, 
helping cut wood, put in a pipe line, build the 
recreation building etc. 

I will never forget when we were 
building the recreation building, that Don was 
way up there tying the trusses together like a 
circus performer and sure footed as a 
mountain goat. 

I remember having problems with wells 
going dry and pumps giving them lots of 
trouble. So Don scouted around and found a 
large spring, up on B.L.M. property, which 
joined the camp. Don recommended to the 
board, that we pipe the water to camp by 
gravity flow. The board approved and got 
approval from B.L.M. The pipe line was 
installed and also a large stainless steel 
reservoir, which took the place of a leaky old 
wooden one. In my opinion that was the 
biggest improvement to the camp, while I 
was on the board. 

The monthly board meetings were held 
at Fir Point Bible Conference near Glendale, 
so Don and I made many trips up there over 
the years. I remember one time we were so 
engrossed in talking that we missed the 
Glendale turn off and had to turn around a 
few miles up the road. During the later 
years, Terry Pruett joined us and shared in 
the driving. 

Don was a tremendous asset to Fir 
Point, with his years of experience in various 
fields. I consider Don my friend! 
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Rich in the Things That Count! 
By Lois Stanley 


All friendships seem to have a point of 
beginning and hope they will continue on for 
many years to come. It was soon after Don 
had married Deloris that my husband, 
Darrel, and I were invited to their new home 
to meet Don’s ready made family. With the 
passage of time, Don, Deloris and family 
became members of the Antelope Sunday 
School as a result of the closure of the 
services at Lake Creek. In all the years Don 
has always had the same friendly smile and 
cheerful greeting. No matter the occasion, 
he was always the same. 

Don was a board member of the Fir 
Point Bible Camp. He represented the 
Antelope Sunday School. Many were the 
times that Don would come to our house for 
supper, then Don and Darrel would go to 
the quarterly meetings held at the camp out 
from Glendale. Darrel always enjoyed the 
chance to visit with Don on those trips to 
and from camp. Don had a fervent desire 
that young people would have the 
opportunity to spend a week of the summer 
in surroundings centered in wholesome 
teaching along with swimming and other 
outdoor fun activities which he hoped would 
give foundation to meaningful lives. Don 
was always instrumental in organizing a 
work crew from Antelope to do their share 
of the wood cutting, building repairs and 
construction and other cleanup activities. 
Always with Don’s encouragement we would 
stop to have ice cream on our way out of 
Glendale. 

Through all the years Don has always 
been the same in temperament to offer a 
kind word or to show appreciation for any 
kindness shown him. In this era of 
everything seeming to move at a much 
faster pace along with the shortage of 
taking time for others, it is refreshing to 


know there are still those who value human 
contact as compared to the latest electronic 
gadgets. 

My appreciation to Don for his 
friendship and the example he has set in his 
work ethic, commitment to his God and his 
family. He is truly a rich man in the things 
that really count. I’m glad that the 
friendship has continued from the 1950's 
until now and look forward to many more to 
come. 
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SMILES 


By Vera Walch 


I have known Don Grissom for over 53 
years, and he is a good friend and neighbor 
to everyone. Don has a great smile, with a 
greeting of “How are you today?” 

My husband Buck Walch and Don grew 
up together in the Lake Creek area, both 
were ranchers. They helped each other - 
such as riding for their cattle in the 
mountains, marking and branding, and 
helping each other when needed. 

Don has helped many people and 
organizations over the years. He was 
president of Lake Creek Community Hall 
(LCHS) for many years. When the hall was 
built, Buck said, “that he and Don Grissom 
wore out the sub floor, roller skating.” 

Don must have gotten that wonderful 
smile from his mother, Amy and sister, 
Joyce. They rode their horses to the Lake 
Creek Store to get their mail and groceries, 
and always greeted every one with that 
wonderful smile, that made you feel good. 
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My Mother: 
Amy ‘Davis’ Grissom 
Written by: Don Grissom 


This is the life of Amy Grissom as I 
remember it. Her parents moved from 
Missouri in 1886 and homesteaded near the 
head of Tyler Creek on the Greenspring 
Mountain. 

Amy was born in 1890. She had 
several brothers and sisters. 

Amy got a teacher's certificate after the 
eighth grade and taught school for several 
years in several country schools. She 
married L ewellyn ‘Lew’ Grissom near 1915. 
They had three children: Clyde-1916, 
Donald-1920 and Joyce-1924. She and Lew 
went into ranching and raising sheep with 
Lew’s brothers till 1920. When the 
partnership broke up, they went to work 
building Hyatt Lake Dam for the Talent 
Irrigation District and were caretakers of 
Emigrant Dam for several years. 

Near 1926 they moved back to the 
ranch on Lost Creek where they had a nice 
home. 

Her job was raising the children, raising 
a garden, caring for the milk cows and what 
ever work was required of a family 
housewife in those days. Her only mode of 
transportation was a saddle horse or a team 
and wagon. It was about 4 miles to the 
county road. The typical farm wife of the 
community gathered at each others homes 
where they canned fruit and vegetables. 

Amy had the first pressure cooker, 
which she carried on her horse to the 
neighbors to can 5 quarts at a time. 

They had a monthly social club at 
different homes where they made clothes 
and other projects. The get-together was a 
lot of social time with lunch, etc. 

The community had a telephone so they 
could talk to one another, but a quite lonely 
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life. The children went to school at Lost 
Creek school, which was above the covered 
bridge on Lost Creek Road about a mile. 
Most students walked, but the distant ones 
rode horseback and tied our horses in the 
barn. For high school we tied our horses in 
Anna Tonn’s barn. Rex & Diane West live 
there now. 

Near 1937 the folks bought 160 acres 
and built a small house that we could move 
to in the winter, close to where I now live. 

Amy’s life was some easier then. She 
always had a good saddle horse. She got 
her children to Sunday School regularly. 
First at Short’s home or Walch’s home, then 
Lake Creek Community hall provided by the 
Wyant family. Some times we had teachers 
from churches that came out from town, 
and some times from the community. She 
realized the importance of community and 
when there was no money to keep the lights 
on at the hall, she took that responsibility 
over. 

World War II changes our lives. The 
boys both got drafted and her husband 
passed away. I-(Don) got out of the army 
to operate the farm with her. Life changed 
drastically. The sheep had to go because of 
time to care for them. 

We, she and I, changed to cattle and 
changed our government range to cattle. 
She spent more time at the winter home 
where she could join in community 
activities. The kids each got married and 
started families, so she had grandchildren to 
help her. Clyde had 2 children, Don had 5 
and Joyce had 2. 

Joyce and I lived near, so we could 
keep the woodshed full and hay for the 
livestock. She lived by herself until she was 
near 90; then she fell and spent the last 10 
years of her life in Three Fountains Nursing 
Home. She passed away 3 months shy of 
her 100" birthday. 
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She enjoyed life immensely. One of the 
things I remember was an annual Easter 
egg hunt for the community she always had 
at her place.. She always had a better 
saddle horse then I, thanks to her brother, 
Eli Davis. 

She was on the Lost Creek School Board 
for the years that her children attended. 

Thank you, Amy, for being such a 
wonderful mother, grandmother and friend. 


Amy Davis ‘1905’ 


First girl unidentified, Amy Davis, 
and Sister Grace Davis 


Don, Joyce, Amy and Clyde Grissom 


Lewellyn and Amy Pearl ‘Davis” Grissom 
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GRANDMOTHER GRISSOM front of the one room school house where 
she taught in 1912 and also an old postcard 


Growing up in Lake Creek, Oregon, photograph of the Courtney place where she 
was a wonderful childhood experience. My raised her family. . 
Grandmother Grissom made that experience Having Grandmother Grissom in my 
even more special for me. The neighbor kids life was truly a blessing an I am the better 
lived quite a ways up or down the creek. So for it. We had a lot of fun making 
my Grandmother was my best friend. I went memories. Hopefully, I will be able to make 
up to her house every chance that I got. If some lasting memories with my own grand 
she ever tired of me coming over or asking children. 
her to join in on some adventure that I’d A grateful granddaughter, 
planned, she rarely let on. ioe as Debra Joy Grissom-Dean 


Grandmother was also my teacher. 
We would walk or ride together on 
horseback, exploring along the creek or up 
in the mountains. As we went along, she 
would teach me about the people who had 
come before us, the wildlife, the plants, and 
the weather. She was quite the rock 
collector. We enjoyed picking up rocks and 
hunting for arrowheads. Whatever our 
business of the day, I doubt we ever came or ae 
home without at least one pretty rock in our 
pocket or saddle bag. 

As a young woman, Grandmother 
taught school and she dearly loved books. 
She instilled in me a love of books too. 
When I returned from Alaska to Oregon in 
1993, Grandmother had passed on three 
years earlier. I walked up to her house just 
the same. Oh, how I missed her! Inside the 
house, there were still a number of her 
books. Dad said that I could have all that I 
wanted. Unfortunately, I couldn’t take them 
all, but I found three boxes and filled them 
until they were almost too heavy to lift. 
When I got them home, I began to look 
through each one. Soon I realized that 
Grandmother had a curious habit of saving 
inside the pages, clippings of poetry that she 
liked and articles that she must have found 
interesting. Inside of one, I was thrilled to 
find her Oregon teaching certificate, a 
photograph of herself and her students in 


Oregon State 


Cearher'’s Certificate 


Depurtment of Ef} yp Public Instruction 


This is to Gertify eaar age via ae ene 
haviug held a one-year State Certificate, and having had at least six months | 
xuccessfal experience thereun, evidence of which is now open to public duspec- 
tion in this department, is herehy: licensed for n period of ONE YEAR from the 
Hl date of expiration of the orijinal certificate, to teach in the Public Elemeutary-, 
and the Oneyear, Two-year and Threeyeur High Schools of thiv State, ar ta 
act as City Superintendent of any school distaice of Oregon. 


Bapires. <9 Set 
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“My Grandmother-My Friend” 


By granddaughter Tami Grissom Freeman 


Grandmother Amy lived just half a mile 
up the road from us, and since I was the 
youngest of 5, and a running target for my 
brothers, my grandmother's house became 
my retreat. Whether it would be hanging 
out and watching, “As the World Turns”, or 
taking a walk to check out the chickens, I 
always enjoyed spending time there. It was 
a “quiet safe haven”. 

There isn't a lot that I remember about 
Grandmother, outside of our times together. 
I do know that just like my dad, my 
grandmother was a wonderful example of a 
woman of God. She would ride with a 
neighbor every Sunday to attend 
Brownsboro Community Church, and put on 
an Easter Egg Hunt for the community every 
year in her pasture. What a fun time! 

Every year the neighbors would come with 
there colored eggs and a potluck dish, and 
kids in tow. I don’t remember many men, 
but us kids had a blast and the women 
enjoyed visiting. We would eat, hunt eggs, 
and play baseball! 

Grandmother never drove, so my 
favorite memories were riding the horses 
with saddle bags to the Lake Creek Store to 
get groceries, which included at least 2 
packages of fig Newton cookies every trip. 
My grandmother was in her 80’s before she 
stopped riding her old buckskin gilding to 
the store. 

She was a very self-sufficient lady. She 
would milk the cow every morning, and 
make cottage cheese at least once a week. 
She supplied our family with milk for several 
years until she was in her 80’s and it 
became too much for her. Then it became 
my job. She always had chickens, and once 
the chicks started laying she would butcher 
the remainder of the hens that the hawks 
hadn't killed throughout the year. 
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Grandmother knew that I loved baby 
chicks. So in the Spring time when the eggs 
would hatch grandmother would grab one 
under the hen for me to hold for an hour or 
so, before putting it back. Often she would 
get all scratched up from the hen trying to 
grab a chick, but she never let me down. 
She was a tough, sweet Grandma. 

She always thanked God for what she 
had, and didn’t want or need anything more. 
Even after raising a family through the 
depression, losing her husband, and a son, 
she was always thankful for what she had. I 
know she is in heaven now, after 100 years 
of life on this earth. Iam so thankful having 
her as a friend in my life while growing up in 
Lake Creek. I miss you and love you 
Grandmother. 


“& 


Pah Si 
av t Ss 


MAY 1963 
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ONE OF MY FAVORITE LAKE 
CREEKERS-AMY GRISSOM 


By Maxine Peile 


I loved going to Amy's house as a 
little girl. Her house was always’ so cozy 
and she was so pleasant. Later when my 
children came along, they liked going to 
Amy's also. 

When I was a young girl growing up, 
Amy invited me to go with her horseback to 
salt Don’s cattle. We had sacks of salt tied 
on our saddles, and we rode out toward 
Chimney Rock to a fenced pasture. I had 
packed salt to cows horseback before-so I 
thought, this won’t be new to me. Amy got 
off her horse to open the gate into the 
pasture. We just got inside the gate and 
Amy was behind me trying to shut the gate, 
when here comes a bunch of the Biggest 
Cows I ever saw. (Don's salt hungry 
Brahmas.) They were coming at a hard run. 
They slid up around my horse and crowded 
in tight, my horse was shorter than they 
were and maybe more scared than I was. 
Stories I'd heard about Don’s Brahma’s 
getting on the fight flashed through my 
mind. I remember thinking I need to be 
someplace else. ANY place else! Those 
cows stood right up there and looked me in 
the eye, finally Amy had the gate shut and 
had put down some salt. WHEW! 

Going to salt cows with Amy is a 
treasured memory of mine. 

When I was a teenager I used to ride 
my horse, from where I lived on Salt Creek 
area to Lake Creek Community Hall to go to 
church and Sunday school. Amy was my 
Sunday School teacher. When the regular 
teacher was not there. 

One Sunday a young fellow from 
down the road a ways decided he would ride 
his horse to the hall, to attend church and 
Sunday school. Then when church was 
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over. He offered to escort me home. I 
didn't want him to ride home with me. So I 
said I wasn’t going home, although Ihad ’ 
planned to go home. I quickly said, “I’m not 
going home. I’m going to ride up the road 
to visit a friend.” The young fellow rode on 
down the road. I rode up the road to visit 
Amy, who I had just seen half an hour 
before at church. We had a good laugh. 
She was always there for me. 

For many years Amy had an Easter 
Egg hunt at her place. It was a nice place 
for an Easter Egg hunt. The event usually 
drew quite a crowd, with excited kids 
running every where. After the egg hunt, 
kids could roast wieners and marshmallows 
over the bonfire. Sometime’s weather didn’t 
co-operate and few snowflakes would fall. 
That didn’t slow things down much at all. It 
just made the fire seem nicer. 

In the summer Amy and some 
parent’s would take Lake Creek kids down to 
the swimming hole in South Fork of Little 
Butte Creek down below Amy’s house. A lot 
of fun was had there. 

I've been told, that when Amy lived in 
Lake Creek and her children were small. 

She would take a couple of horses and her 
children and ride with them from Lake Creek 
up over the mountain and clear to Ashland 
to visit her parents. 

Also she would ride over the 
mountain and down to Climax to visit 
friends, on the Antelope side. 

She would ride horseback to Dead 
Indian Soda Springs, to work at the resort 
over the weekend. Then ride back home 
Monday morning, (quite a trip and quite a 
gal) 

Amy was always at the Lake Creek 
Community hall. Whenever she was 
needed, helping how ever she could, 
whether it was cutting blackberries back 
from the hall, upkeep of the hall or helping 
with the many function’s held there. There 
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were fund raisers, to help with upkeep of 
the hall, such as box socials and pie socials. 
Other events included game nights, 
Christmas, Halloween parties, Quilting bees 
and church. When church was held there in 
wintertime, the benches were pulled a little 
closer to the old wood stove, where we 
would sing hymns and enjoy the service and 
fellowship. There seemed to be something 
special about church in Lake Creek. Several 
generations of Amy’s family attended there. 

Amy liked cattle and sheep. She told me 
she liked sheep best. I think I remember 
her telling me they summered their sheep in 
Blue Canyon years ago. 

Amy spoke often of the depression 

and how they managed to get through it. 

Amy wasn't shy about giving me an 
order if she thought it necessary, if I 
became slack about getting to church. She 
would say, “You Better Get in Church Kid!!” 

As a young girl growing up in Lake 
Creek, I didn’t realize until I was older, how 
much some of the “Old Time Lake Creekers” 
meant to me. 

They keep careful watch over me and 
in their thoughtful caring, quite, humble 
ways. They influenced my life. Amy 
Grissom was one of those. 


AMY-OUR FRIEND 
By Marilyn Maloney 


I don’t know what to write that hasn't 
all ready been written about Amy Grissom. 
She was a very special friend to our family. 

She went to Brownsboro Community 
Church with us. 

When our children wanted to go 
swimming in South Fork just below her 
house she always went with us. Sometimes 
we would stop and pick blackberries, if they 
were in season. 

Don had a large hay field on the corner 
of Hwy 140 and Meridian Road. It had a 
fenced in area, so Amy and I putina 
garden. We spent a lot of time together, 
driving back and forth, tending the garden. 
I just wish now that I had had a tape 
recorder, because I am sure Amy told me 
some very interesting stories. I am thinking 
this must have been around 1966 or 67. 

As everyone has mentioned Amy did 
have a large Easter egg hunt every Easter. 
Some years the weather was beautiful, but 
some years we would bundle up in jackets 
with the snow coming down and crowd 
around the bonfire. But how much fun all 
that was, because we were at Amy’s and all 
the neighbors were having fun. One day a 
year or SO ago my nephew Charles Griggs 
mentioned that he remembered coming up 
to Amy’s for the Easter egg hunt and how 
much fun he had. 

At the 20™ Celebration in July this 
year, I was talking to Eunice Pech Harrison 
and she said she spent a lot of time with 
Amy. She said she remembers riding 
horseback up to the Grissom home place, 
either taking up the cattle or maybe salting 
the animals, but she said they would stay 
the night and there was always food in the 
house to eat. 

She said Amy was the nicest, sweets, 
warmhearted persons she knew. We agree. 
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Amy’s Party 


By Bill Nussbaum 


Amy Grissom was good to me. Like I 
was one of the family. She sold me a saddle 
horse when I was 15. I didn’t have any 
money so I had to work it out helping 
Donald hay on the home place and then on 
the Charley's Place. 

Amy had an old white cow that she 
milked. She would bring a jug up to the 
Charley place on her horse and put the milk 
in the spring which was very cold. It was 
just like homogenized but much richer. A 
real treat after a days work. Best milk I 
ever drank. 

We had a Guernsey cow at home but 
after her milk sat for an hour or so you 
could take a fork and lift the cream off. If 
you tried to stir it the cream would break up 
in chunks. 

After coming up to the Charley place 
Amy would ride across Lost Creek and up on 
Eagle Butte, where Donald’s dad had his 
sheep camp. He had a bad leg and I 
wondered how he could herd sheep on that 
steep ground. I guess that’s where Donald 
got his grit. When it was time to move the 
sheep camp we rode up in the evening and 
spent the night. The next morning after 
breakfast we would pack everything on the 
horse. Amy and Donald’s dad, Lewellyn 
took the horses and headed for the ranch. 
Donald and I herded the sheep off of Eagle 
Butte and across Lost Creek below Lost 
Creek Lake. After the sheep crossed the 
creek we let them graze. The only thing left 
for lunch at camp was a can of corn and a 
can of evaporated milk. I took the corn. 
Donald had a fishhook and line in his hat so 
we cut a pole found some bugs and went 
fishing till we couldn’t hear the sheep bell 
anymore. Then we gathered the sheep and 
herded them to the ranch. 

After World War II, the boys of the 
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community would gather at Amy’s cabin and 
play cards. One day a waterless cookware 
salesman talked Amy into having a party so 
he could demonstrate his cookware. He 
would furnish the food and do the cooking. 
Amy invited all the boys to the 
demonstration. It was a good dinner but 
not a very happy salesman. 
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MY GRANDMOTHER GRISSOM 


By Granddaughter Debra ‘Grissom’ Dean 


I don't recall Grandmother referring to 
written down recipes. Her recipes were in 
her head. For many years she cooked on a 
wood cook stove. I think it was a Warm 
Morning. She didn’t do much cooking in the 
summer time. I loved helping her make 
bread and cinnamon rolls during the cooler 
months of the year. 

One hot summer day, when I was 
about eight years of age, Sandra (cousin) 
and I came up to Grandmother's house after 
swimming in the creek. We were starving 
and she wasn’t at home, so we opened a jar 
of her canned cherries. They tasted a little 
odd, but we were really hungry and we ate 
the whole jar. She came home to find two 
tipsy little girls with tummy aches. She was 
absolutely horrified and proceeded to dump 
out every last jar of her drunken cherries! 
Then she swore us to secrecy because she 
was SO embarrassed. 


Post Note: If you have the ‘Lake Creek Historical 
Society Cookbook’ you have probably all ready read 
this story. But I thought it was worth repeating since 
it is so cute. Marilyn 
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THANK YOU! 


I want to thank family and friends for all 
the wonderful stories that were contributed 
about Amy Grissom, Mother of Don Grissom 
and the stories about Don Grissom for this 
newsletter. We hope this is a surprise Don 
and hope also that you will enjoy reading all 
the wonderful memories that people have 
about you and your mother. I could not think 
of a better Birthday present! 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!! Marilyn Maloney 


RREREREEKEKEEKREREEEEK EE 


ROAD SIGNS 


Has everyone noticed the road signs on 
Hwy 140? We have had. visitors to the 
Pioneer Hall, because they saw the signs and 


came off 140 to visit. — Marilyn Maloney 


Stabe mandated to have both signs. 
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20" Anniversary/Reunion 
By Julie Thompson 


We had over one hundred people turn out 
for the reunion in July. Some attendees 
came from out of state. The Tri-tip BBQ, put 
on by the Applegate Lions, was fantastic. 

It was great to see family and friends 
renew old friendships, reminisce about by- 
gone events, and enjoy their childhood 
surroundings. Many took a trip up the creek 
to the see the Lost Creek Covered Bridge and 
Walch Wayside park. It was great to hear so 
much history shared this day. Bill and Maxine 
Jackson took pictures of the families and the 
days events, which Bill made a CD and DVD. 
So if you want to share the day with those 
that couldn’t come, the CD and DVD package 
is on sale at the Pioneer Hall for just $15.00. 

Marilyn Maloney made some quilt squares 
for all to sign. If you were not present to 
sign a square, please stop by the hall and 
sign one. The quilt will be sewn together and 
raffled off next summer at the Lake Creak 
Reunion. 

There was also a raffle that was a great 
success, thanks to all that donated items, 

A great time was had by all. If you 
missed it this year, please plan on coming 


next year. 
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LCHS board of directors: 
Gregg Grissom, Fay Keene, Maxine & Bill Jackson 
Julie Thompson, Marilyn Maloney, & Dwight Pech 


2010 


oclety says 


Historica 


to the following businesses and 
people who made the Second Annual 
OM Benefit Golf Tournament a success: 


Hole Sponsors 


R.B.Brown Trucking 

Butte Creek Nursery 

VYhe Butcher Shop 

Cascade Nursery 

Cascade Realestate 

Day Elvetric Ine. 

John Geer 

Golf Ete. 

Pro Finish Contruection 
Robert & DeAnna Eastman 
Grissom Ine. 

Hibben Twisted Graphies 
Tom & Dawn Hodgkins 
Daniel R. Horton, Architect 
Human Bean, White City 


J.B. Pump Service 

Bill & Maxine Jackson 
Stephen Jamieson 

Knife River Materials 

Krug Electric Ine. 

Darlene McCulloch 

Little Butte Watershed Council 
Pitchfork Ranch 

Mountain Seape Waterfalls 


Purkeypile & Johannsen, Cor Pub. Acct. 


Mary Richter 

Shelly Barry Salon 

Trail Market 

Jacques & Elizabeth Sarthou 
Alexander & Sharon Waterhouse 


Golf Donations 
Oak Knoll Taylor's Sausage Mazatlan 


HHinuis Valles 
Eide Point Goll 
Crramts Pass 
Dutcher Creek 
Flarbor Links 
Cedar Links 
Rogue Valley 
Centennial 

Beur Creck 
Quail Point 
Applevate River 
Shield Crest 
Marile Creek 
Stone Ridve 


Marianne Moore 

Manine Jackson 

Richard Czarapata 

Ryvhan McDermott 

Butkilo Statues 

Roe Motors 

Phe Old Farin Howse Resturant 
Red Lobster Papa Murphy's 

Wild River Brewing Co. White City Napa 

Pro Witeless Abby's 

{untut Camry Carousel Flowers 

LaQuinta fin Pat Whitney 

Ray's Market Shy’s Cafe & Lounge 

Debra Garkind State Farm Insurance 

Linda Lee Sutton Originals Ciavtang’s Hair & Wig Salon 
Lake Creck Historical Society Army Navy Store 

Lake Creek Store 


Valles Feed & Pet Supply 

Charla’s Family Barber Shop 

Dave Phompson 

Ning Gurrison 

Alley Cuts by Pils 

Hubbard's Ace Efomecenter 
North Phoenis 


Wineries 


Weisinger’s Valley View 
Bridges iew Agate Ridge 
Devitt Rosella 
Long Sword Crater Lake 
Fiasco Windridee 


A special thanks goes out to Rex West & Bob Moore for oreanizing the 
golftoumament. Without their dedication and hand work this would 
not have taken pice. 

Thanks also to those that helped: Dave & Julte Thompson, Anna 
Amitola, Dwight & Ginay Pech, Marianne Moone and Manine Jackson, 


We would also like to thank Stone Ridge Golf Course for hosting this golf tournament 
which benefits the preservation and funding of the Lake Creek Historical Society and 
Pioneer Elall in Lake Creek, Oregon 
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Ruby Kathleen Pruett 


Ruby Kathleen Pruett went home to her 
Lord, Monday, July 5, 2010. She was Born 
November 15, 1922 to the late Walter and 
Bertha Charley in Climax, OR. She was the 
seventh child out of twelve. She married 
Olan D. Pruett, June 28, 1942, in Carson 
City, NV. 

Together they had nine children. 
Survivors include Janice Whittington, Dennis 
Pruett, Jacklynn Barton, Alana Pelley, and 
Marlene Harrison. Ruby was preceded in 
death by her husband, Olan, daughter, 
Deanna Sousa; sons, Melvin D., Alan Ray, 
and Larry Olan; sister, Garrel Millard; and 
brothers, Boyden, Lincoln, Clinton and 
Wesley Charley. Surviving are sisters. Opal 
Monia, Clarabel Storm, Rosa Lee Young, and 
Eunice Richardson; many grandchildren; 
great-grandchildren; nieces and nephews. 

A heartfelt thanks to the staff of 
Providence Hospice. Pastor Chris Naranjo 
officiated at the memorial service, that was 
held on Saturday, July 31, 2010, at 10:00 
a.m., at the Butte Creek Baptist Church, 429 
No. Royal Ave., Eagle Point, OR. 


Post Note by Eunice Richardson (sister) 
This Ruby, precious jewel made beautiful by 
the faceting of the cares of this life, death, 
pain and sorrows of her loved ones and 
herself. 


Her own physical afflictions of 
congestive heart failure and degenerative 
arthritis’ which crippled her, came the 
beauty of her testimony of Faith! 

My thoughts of Ruby are these: 
Coming before The Lord Jesus, she says, “I 
have fought a good fight, I’ve finished my 
course, I have kept the Faith!” 

And The Lord Jesus, says to her, “Well 
done, good and faithful servant, Enter Into 


Your Rest!” 
* KOK KK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OX 


Marlene ‘Pruitt’ Harrison 


Marlene Bee Pruitt Harrison left this 
world on July 23, 2010, to join her mother 
Ruby Kathleen Pruitt in the presence of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

Ruby went eighteen days earlier. They 
both loved the Lord and are in His Presence. 

Marlene was born April 9, 1951 in 
Medford, OR. Married William Harrison on 
July 27, 1969. He is deceased. She had 
two children daughter Trina, and son 
William Jr. 

Preceding her in death was her father 
and mother, Olan and Ruby Pruitt: her twin 
brother, Melvin Dee; sister, Deanna Sousa; 
brothers, Alan and Larry Pruitt. Surviving 
are her sisters; Janice Whittington, Jacklynn 
Barton and Alana Pelley, brother; Dennis 
Pruitt. Marlene has a grandchild Ava. 

She was an accomplished piano and 
guitar player. She was self-taught and could 
play beautiful outstanding music, Christian 
Music, truly a God given talent! 

Marlene was very much like her 
“Mama”, she was kind, loving, generous and 
industrious. Her favorite foods were: 
“Mama’s Chili Beans”, Kentucky Fried 
Chicken, Mashed potatoes and gravy, corn 
on the cob. She also loved Christmas, 


babies and Christian Music. 
Written by Eunice Richardson 
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Leila Maxie 


Leila Maxie passed away in Medford on 
June 2, 2010. She was born on July 4, 
1926, to Lloyd and Elda Damon. She was 
one of a set of triplets, the first to be born in 
Jackson County at Sacred Heart Hospital in 
Medford. One of the triplets was still born. 

Leila grew up in the Lake Creek area, 
she graduated from Eagle Point High School 
in 1944. She then attended Medford 
Business College where she earned a 
secretarial degree. Leila worked for 
Montgomery Ward in Medford before 
moving to Santa Monica, CA. She married 
Jim Maxie in Las Vegas, Nevada. They 
made their home in Santa Monica. Where 
she worked for the Paper Mate Pen Factory 
until she retired. 

Leila’s retirement years were spent in 
Las Vegas. After the death of her husband 
in 2007, she moved back to the Rogue 
Valley to be close to her family. She 
enjoyed bowling, sewing and crocheting. 

She is survived by her sisters, Lillian 
Meyer of Eagle Point, Joan Campbell of 
Phoenix, OR., and Dorothy Waddell of Eagle 
Point and a brother, Jim Damon, of White 
City and numerous nieces and nephews. In 
addition to her husband, Leila was preceded 
in death by brothers, Bob and Bud Damon 
and her sister, Shirley Whaley. 

A family memorial service was held at 
the family reunion in July at the Walch 
Wayside Park, in Lake Creek, OR: 
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Kent “Smokey” Stover 


Smokey Stover passed away Friday, July 
30, 2010, at his home in Hico, Texas 
following a long illness. He and his wife, 
Arlene and family, were long time residents 
of the Brownsboro-Lake Creek area, and of 
Central Point, OR. 

Smokey was born in Moline, ILL., July 
14, 1922. He was the second son and last 
living member of a family of five brothers. 

Smokey served his country in the U. S. 
Air Force, or as it was called then, the Army 
Air Corp. He was trained first as an aircraft 
mechanic, then was offered an opportunity 
to become a pilot. He flew during WWII, as 
did one of his brothers. Flying was the thrill 
of his life, he never lost his love of planes. 
He learned auto mechanics as a young man 
and co-owned a repair business in Medford 
in the 1960's called Medford Scientific. 
Smokey was well known in the logging 
community as a heavy equipment salesman 


for Letourneau throughout the Northwest, 


and manager of Cal-Ore in Portland. 

Smokey is survived by his wife of 66 
years, Arlene; children Kendra Baldovino, of 
Rogue River, OR., Mike Stover, of Wichita, 
KS., Jim Stover, of Eugene, OR,. Margaret 
Woodville, of Hico, TX; and fifteen 
grandchildren. 

Condolences will reach Arlene at P. O. 
Box 526, Hico, Texas 76457 


Fall 2010 


THANK YOU !! 


Brian Day donated all the electrical work 
for the water tank and irrigation pump. He 
also stained the front of the building and the 
enclosure fence. Thanks Brian!!! 

Elmer Maloney put in the irrigation pump 
and did other jobs that needed doing around 
the building and park. 

Gregg Grissom sprayed the band shell. 
He is also building a small insulated building 
around the pressure tank for the cold winter 
weather. 

Anna Arritola has cleaned the Hall for the 
last 3 months. Would anyone like to do it for 
Sept? Her father, Dave, washed all the 
windows inside and out. Without the 
volunteers, the Hall would not be as clean as 
it is. 

Winter is coming on and we will need 
volunteers to keep the deck blown off and 
the leaves blown or raked up. Is this 
something you could do when the time 
comes? We do have a blower for the job. 

Also thanks goes out to everyone that 
takes a day to host. Without your 
willingness, the Hall would not be open as 


much as it is. Thanks, Marilyn 
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Music in the Park 


On Aug 14 Dick, Wayne Millard with 
others, brought a wonderful music 
presentation. Even with the sun shinning in 
their faces and perspiration clouding their 
vision they went on. 

We had a wonderful potluck dinner that 
was well attended. Thank you, Dick, Wayne 
and your group. 
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DOWNING CEMETERY 


By Marilyn Maloney 


I don’t know how many of you were 
able to watch Channel 12 on Aug 25", but 
Ron Brown had a story on the old family 
Downing cemetery on C-2 Cattle Company’s 
property. They allowed Dirk J. Siedlecki to 
re-set the stones, which had fallen off their 
bases. Jay Mantozouranis, foreman for C-2, 
has built a beautiful picket fence around it. 

As it stated in the story, if you know of 
any old cemeteries or have one on your 
property and would like them fixed up and 
repaired, at no cost to you the land owner, 
please contact the LCHS for details. This 
would be one way to honor our ancestors. 
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2011 CALENDAR 


There are plans to have a 2011 
Calendar for sale at least by the Holiday 
Bazaar at the Lake Creek Historical Society. 
Hope you will come by and purchase one or 
many for Christmas gifts. Marilyn Maloney 
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WEB PAGE 


Pat Whitney has put together a web 
page for the Lake Creek Community. If you 
have not checked it out by now. Take the 
time and go to: www.lakecreekoregon.org 

She has a calendar of events on there 
so you can keep up with what is going on in 
our Lake Creek Community. Thanks, Pat 


Marilyn Maloney 
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Yoga Classes 


Yoga classes are being taught by 
Kaethe Fulton. The classes are designed as 
an introduction to Yoga and are open to 
everyone. 

There is no charge for the classes but 
a $1.00 donation is requested per class for 
use of the hall. 
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OPEN HOURS 
WED-FRI-SAT- 10 am-3 pm 
SUNDAY THRU OCTOBER 


12 noon- 4 pm 


MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION FORM 


Family------------- $25.00 
Individual----------- 10.00 
Memorial woenen---- 100.00 


(al 
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ea 
{ ] Donation of__ 


Memorial is a new category. We now have 
a memorial board. You select the name (s) 
and dates that you want engraved on a 

1” x 2 %” brass plate. - Three lines per plate. 
Your/Yearly membership is included. 
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Name 

Address 

City State 
Phone (day) 


(Evening) 
E-Mail address , 


Please check the membership category on the left and 


mail this form with your check to: 


Lake Creek Historical Society 
1739 So. Fork Little Butte Crk. Rd. 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 


Fall 2010 


HOLIDAY BAZAAR 


NOVEMBER 19 & 20, 2010 


Need help from the community. Would you be 
interested in donating clean used items or new 
items for the bazaar? The funds will benefit the 
Lake creek Historical Society. We would also like 
homemade baked goods, jam, jellies etc. We will 
need workers!!! Please. Lunch will be served. 


Would you like to rent a table? Do you know of 
anyone that would like to share in our Bazaar? 
One table rents for $10.00 for both days. 
Reservation: call: 541-826-1513 

COME HAVE FUNT 


The Lake Creek Letter is published quarterly by the Lake Creek Historical Society and distributed to members and 
others as designed by the Board of Directors. Subscriptions are free with membership. Single issues and back 
copies are available for .50 cents each. Copyrighted by the Lake Creek Historical Society. No part of this publication 
may be reprinted without written permission from the Society. 

Address all editorial communications to Lake Creek Letter C/O Lake Creek Historical Society, 1739 South Fork Little 
Butte Creek Road, Eagle Point, OR, 97524. Or email to: lakecreekhistoricalsociety@hotmail.com 

We are happy to consider queries and contributions. All material must be submitted with the writer's name, 
address and telephone number We cannot return material submitted unless a postage paid return envelope is 
included. The Lake Creek Historical Society will take care of all materials submitted, but cannot be responsible for 
loss or damage. 


This newsletter complied by Marilyn Maloney, LCHS volunteer. Thanks for proofing Pat! 


Lake Creek Historical Society 
1739 S. F. Little Butte Crk.Rd. 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 
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